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ALL happened queerly on that April day, When at the " Spotted Dog " beside the way To quench my thirst I quaffed a flowing bowl; 'Twas merely ginger-pop, yet through my soul Ran a quick fire of joyous ecstasy As I had drunk of heady eau-de-vie.
And then the beggar-man, to whom I flung The honest brown that on the pavement rung; How strangely fashioned was each goblin feature, How weirdly grinned the crossing-sweeping creature !
Also his words, " Great deeds are yet to do By those who seek," an aphorism true But out of place upon those bearded lips, Where truth had long been under dark eclipse. What meant he as he spun the coin in air, And squinted through his mass of bristly hair?
Great deeds ?   But in these weary latter days Who seeks great deeds upon the King's highways ? "But if one searched," thought I with puzzled mind, "Would one be sure great deeds of worth to find?"